Last Child

|’ m dream ng tonight...
|’ m | eaving back hone. ..

Take nme back to a-South Tal |l ahassee

Down cross the bridge to ny sweet sassafrassy
Can’'t stand up on ny feet in the city

Got to get back to the real nitty-gritty

Yes sir, no sir

Don’t cone close to ny

Honme sweet hone

Can’'t catch no dose

O ny hot tail poon-tang sweet heart
Sweat hog who nmakes a sil k purse
Froma J Paul Getty and his ear
Wth a face in a beer

Honme sweet hone

Get out in the field

Put the nule in the stable

Ma, she’s a-cookin’

Put the eats on the table

Hate’'s in the city and ny love's in the neadow
Hand’s on the plow and ny feet’s in the ghetto

Stand up, sit down

Don’t do not hin’

It ain't no good when bossman’s stuffin’ it

Down their throats with paper notes

And their babies cry while Cndys lie at ny feet
When you’' re rockin’ the street

Home sweet hone

[ Sol 0]

Mamma t ake nme hone sweet hone
was the |ast child, just
was the |ast child, just

I punk in the street
I

| was the last child, just

I

I

punk in the street
punk in the street
punk in the street
punk in the street

was the last child, just
was the |ast child, just

OO D

Aerosmith



